CHAPTER   2 Q

THREE JUST MEN

AN emerald islet, with a marble palace and cypresses, set in an
aquamarine lake among snow-capped mountains. Warm
spring sunshine laden with the scent of azaleas, hyacinths,
oranges and magnolias.

The town is Stresa, the lake Maggiore, the islet Isola Bella,
the palace that of a noble Italian family, the Borromeos.
Napoleon slept in it in 1797, and it is filled with paintings by
Tempesta, who was given asylum there by Count Vitaliano
Borromeo when he fled from Genoa, falsely charged with
murdering his wife.

The town gay with the flags of Great Britain and Italy, the
foes of six months later, lovingly entwined, and of France.
'God Save the King3 played by an Italian Grenadiers band as
Ramsay MacDonald arrives at the station. Mussolini greets
him, in English. They shake hands warmly. Two Socialists.

*The Marseillaise'. The monumental Flandin, the saturnine
Laval. It is a great occasion, the first conference of the three
Western Powers, the European victors in the Great War, pre-
sided over by Mussolini. Germany, the bad boy of Europe, is
absent. Germany has been tearing up the peace treaty, and
we are gathered to discuss what we shall do.

As our train pulls in at the station Ramsay MacDonald
steps down into a large central space cordoned off by the guard
of honour, and at either end by a hedge of sinister looking men
in soft hats and raincoats with a hand in either pocket and, as I
strongly suspect, a revolver in either hand.

They face us, the camp-followers of the conference, with their
pocketed hands suggestively pointing towards us until the
great men have been driven away. Outside Carabinieri lurk
among the bushes and flowerbeds of every garden. Hundreds
of plain men in plain clothes hang around the streets and hotels.
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